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CLICK 


Mikael cursed to himself for forgetting to turn the volume off on his phone his surreptitious photography had 


suddenly been revealed. 


Steven raised his eyes from his book, brows knitted underneath new black glasses. He looked at Mikael 
cautiously, and eyed the phone still held aloft, Mikael's finger on the shutter button. Mikael started swiping the 


screen nervously, making it look like he was playing Angry Birds again. 
"What are you doing?" Steven blinked and Mikael bit his lip. 


Fucked, that's what he was. "Accident, the camera just opened and took a photo. Deleting it" He tried to smile 


and play it cool, it was just an accident. 


Steven's mouth set in a hard line. "Not buying it. Give me your phone." He set down his book and sat more 
upright in the chair, legs still propped up on the ottoman. The cuff of his pants slid further up his leg, showing 


a bit more calf with each movement. 


"IFs just an accident, and | have already deleted it" Mikael compromised by holding up the screen for Steven to 
see, a bland wallpaper and a few icons the only thing visible. The photo was safely stored on the SD card, a 
copy already uploading to his Dropbox. 


"Give it to me." Steven had force behind his voice, the weight of a man who was used to getting his own way 
and calling the shots. It didn't leave any room for disagreement and in Steven's own house Mikael was loathe to 


be rude. The photo, even if he found it, would look exactly like what he had said it was - an accident. 


Reluctantly Mikael tossed his phone over, Steven catching it and squinting at the smudged and cracked screen 
Mikael could only squirm in his chair. Steven was smart, he would find the photo easily, and Mikael doubted he 
would buy his off handed explanation. Mikael could already feel his heart starting to thump in his chest. There 


were some dark places of a personality that no one else should ever see. 


He watched silently as Steven navigated through the merus, scrolling and pointing and sweeping with methodical 
determination Mikael could tell when he found the photo, Steven's face scrunched up and he stopped hitting the 


screen. It was only then Mikael looked away, waiting for the inevitable demeaning remarks. 


Instead Steven said nothing, merely flipping through something. The look on his face had disappeared, replaced 
with.. nothing. Mikael blinked, needing to see something, even it was disgust. With nothing to go on his anxiety 


spiked, waiting for whatever bad reaction Steven would eventually let loose. 


"What's this?" Steven held up the phone and flipped through a few pictures, pointing at the screen after each 
flash of pale flesh sped past. Some were obviously professionally taken while he played on stage, some were 


scanned from magazines, others were taken with Mikael's own camera. 


Mikael was sure if he was embarrassed or irritated. Those were his photos, for his personal enjoyment and 


were not meant for others eyes. 
"Well?" Steven prodded, stopped on a well loved photo of the inside of Steven's arch. 
"Well what?" Mikael shrugged, defeated. What could he possibly want to know? It was pretty self explanatory. 


"My feet?" Mikael only shrugged again. Steven set the phone down and used his heels to pull the ottoman 
closer to his reading area He looked at his feet again as Mikael carefully avoided looking. "Hair, sure, arse, yeah, 


but feet?" 
"You have very beautiful feet," Mikael admitted shyly. 


Steven reached out and touched his toes, trailing a finger along the line where his toes started. The same 
finger traced along the second toe and Mikael watched, not quite believing his luck. "These old things? All cut up 
and disgusting." 


Mikael bit his tongue, better to say nothing than be embarrassed any further. 


"They're just feet." Steven curled his toes and scratched between his big toe and the one he was just fondling. 
"They do end my legs nice, better than a stump anyway.” He looked back to Mikael, who was quiet but unable 


to explain away his situation 


Steven's knees were almost up to his chest and he looked at his feet again, then looked over to Mikael, who 


was trying to disappear into the couch. "Come over here." He pointed at the floor near the ottoman and waited 


for Mikael. 


Mikael looked at the lone finger ordering him to the floor. When Steven used that tone it was always a good 
time and he knew what role he'd have to play. Steven didn't looked grossed out and Mikael held his breath. This 


was too good to be true. 


"Now," Steven emphasized. Without thinking Mikael was off the couch and on his knees where Steven had 
pointed. Those delicious feet were just in front of him, long toes teasing him as Steven slowly stretched them. 


"Rub my feet.” 


Mikael had to look at Steven, just to make sure. No malice was there, just a haughty demanding look. He was 
willing to play and reverently Mikael carefully touched the soft skin at his ankles, feeling the few rough hairs 
before they tapered out into warm, smooth skin. His fingers traced over the fine wrinkles on the inside of the 
arch before reaching the big toe. It was a really nice toe, Steven kept his nails really short and the end was 
slightly upturned. Mikael traced that too, amazed that he could finally get his hands on Steven's feet without 
any false pretenses. He got an up close look at all of his toes, all the way down to the little one curled at the 


end. 


And there was still the entire right foot to explore. 
Mikael had to shift to make room in his jeans for his enlarging cock, but he never put down Steven's foot. 


Using both hands he held Steven's foot and dug his thumbs into the fleshy bit at the bottom, rubbing his 
thumbs up until he hit the ball of Steven's foot. Even the dirt from the floor wasn't unappealing, no one else 
these days had feet that looked like this. This was uniquely Steven. Mikael stroked and kneaded, relieving aches 


Steven didn't even know he had. 


Steven shifted, and Mikael looked up to find him leaning back into the chair, head resting and chin raised in 
ecstasy. 


"| didn't tell you you could stop," Steven had cracked an eye. 
Mikael soothed the wrinkled skin of Steven's instep. "Could use some lotion" 


"Hmmm," Steven hummed. "Maybe next time. Keep going." Mikael raked his knuckles against Steven's arch 
before working his thumbs into the calloused heel. The man had feet of leather after all he'd walked through 


and could really use a good soak with some Epsom salts and lavender. 


He moved on to Steven's ankles, less of a mess than his feet, but still in need of some love. He rubbed little 
circle around the prominent bits of bone, rolling the joint and making sure everything worked right. Then came 
the toes. Mikael saved them for last. Each delectable little toe was massaged, from the long second one to the 
little baby one on the end When he felt he was done he kissed the big toe, not yet daring to suck on them like 
he wanted. Steven's toes just called for a good sucking but he restrained himself. He left the bottom of 
Steven's big toe against his lips. 


"Other foot," he murmured, rubbing his lips against the thick skin on the side of this toe. 


Steven was relaxed now, leaning bonelessly against his red reading chair with his head lolling on the back. The 
right foot was presented to him and Mikael reluctantly let go of his beloved left foot. He had to scoot around 
the ottoman a bit to get a better hold on this new foot and get a good look at it. 


Like it's brother it was perfect, pale and creamy with the right amount of blue veins and fine lines creeping 
through its surface. The toes however.. Mikael ran his fingers underneath them, the arch of the toes so much 
different from the left. Maybe shoes that didn't fit correctly as a kid, or maybe the left foot was bigger. He'd 


have to check later. 


"Mind?" Steven had his hand on his waistband, fingers picking at the button holding them closed. Mikael's dry 
tongue was stuck to the roof of his mouth. He tried to swallow and nodded, pausing his massage as he watched 
Steven's fingers work. Layers of cotton were pushed away and Steven pulled himself out, fist circling around 


his growing length. 


Mikael redoubled his efforts and lathed the left with the same care the right received. Each curve and angle 
was soothed while Steven jerked himself off. Mikael bent to kiss Steven's big toe. As he pulled away he saw 
Steven's other four toes, all perfect in a line and begging for attention He rubbed them against his lips, tongue 


darting out to lick the space in between each one. 


Steven shivered and squirmed as Mikael's tongue threaded between his toes, but his hand never left his cock. 
"Suck them," he ordered. Mikael obeyed, using his tongue to catch a toe and pull it into his mouth, pursing his 
lips around the digit and sucking. Steven sucked in his breath and flexed his foot, pushing it further against 
Mikael's mouth. "Suck them, all of them." 


He tried again, releasing the lone toe and catching all of his saliva before stretching his mouth and fitting the 
last four in at once. His tongue poked at the bottom of the joints, feeling each crease. 


"Yeah, that's it, suck while | wank" 


Mikael sucked and licked, slurping around his exquisite mouthful. His tongue slid over smooth nails as Steven's 
hand sped up. 


Steven's hips started moving, Mikael having to keep a firm grip on Steven's ankle. 


"Suck," he ordered, and wiggled his toes in Michael's mouth. Knowing he would be punished later, Mikael 
abandoned the four little piggies and set his sights on the big one. Licking his lips he quickly sucked it into his 


mouth, tongue tracing swirls along every inch. 


"Oh fuck, yeah," Steven groaned, pushing the ball of his foot against Mikael's chin. "Oh fuck," Mikael gave a 
strong suck as Steven's hips came off the chair, come seeping between his fingers as he grunted. Carefully 
Mikael released the toe, lapping up all of the wetness and leaving it shiny and wet. He kissed it one more time 
before wiping it with his hand, drying it as much as possible Steven caught his breath, opening his eyes and 
fixing Mikael with a sated gaze. 


"Good?" Mikael asked as he set Steven's foot back on the ottoman. 


Steven only nodded. Mikael stood to move back on the couch. "You?" The recently loved foot lifted and rubbed 
against Mikael's jeans, pushing against the bulge and stroking. Mikael touched his foot again, deliberately pulling 
it away from his groin and setting it back on the ottoman, Steven wiped his hand on his shirt and tucked 


himself away, sitting forward again and ready to argue. 


"No," Mikael stopped him. "| need a while" He sat on the couch again, trying to calm himself before doing 
anything rash. Steven paused before leaning back again and picking up his book He left his feet propped up on 
the ottoman, crossing his legs at the ankles and purposely stretching out his toes. 


Mikael's mind was blown. Steven knew now, and he was okay with it. More than okay, he was encouraging. There 


were too many jumbled thoughts in his head to process anything. Steven loudly flipped a page in his book and 


Mikael looked up, then down to the long feet still crossed on the ottoman. That was his saliva, his spit covering 


those toes. His tongue had explored each one. 

"Time's up," Steven barked. "On the floor, on your knees. Hands behind your back" The book was closed and 
tossed to the other side of the sofa His glasses came off and were set on the back of the chair. Mikael knew 
the position and sat at Steven's knees, head down until he was given his orders. 

"Good boy," Steven praised. Mikael didn't smile, but the small praise was welcome when he was playing this role. 
Mikael waited. Steven loved these pauses, Mikael hated them. Probably why the sadistic bastard loved them. It 
took all of Mikael's concentration to sit still while his cock was trapped inside his jeans with Steven lording over 
him. All he could do was wait, counting in his head and hoping his stillness pleased Steven 

He tried not to look as Steven stood up next to him and moved away. With his head down, Mikael couldn't see 
where he'd gone to. The footsteps going up the stairs answered that question. Mikael wanted to adjust himself, 
unbend the odd angle his cock had gotten stuck in, but Steven would know he moved. He always knew. The small 
solace was worrying his lip, catching the lower one between his teeth and ripping at the inside edge. The house 


was quiet and he could hear Steven's steps upstairs. 


The stairs creaked as he came back down, Mikael still kneeling patiently. Steven checked him over before 


brushing past him to sit on the reading chair again. 
"Up," he commanded. "Sit on the ottoman, facing me." 


Mikael was finally able to look at Steven once he was seated. Sadly he was still clothed, but the bottle of lube 


in his hands looked very promising indeed. 

Steven raised a foot and pushed one of Mikael's knees outward, opening his legs. 
"I have an idea and | think you'll like it” 

Mikael remained mute, watching Steven roll the bottle between his hands. 


Steven's foot stretched out again and rested on Mikael's crotch, his toes curling against Mikael's erection 
Mikael bit his lip and remained silent. 


"Undo your belt” Steven's foot stopped moving, the pressure on his swollen cock almost unbearable. 


He carefully pulled at the leather, unhooking it from the heavy buckle he wore, letting the ends fall to the side. 
Steven nodded. 


"Now open your jeans." 


Mikael swallowed and popped the button before sliding the zipper down. Steven had to move his foot slightly, 


shifting the pressure on Mikael. When he moved his hands, Steven traced over the lowered zipper with his big 
toe, teasing the hard flesh underneath. Mikael's hands tightened into fists as he tried not to howl. 


"Hmmm," Steven hummed. "You're going to have to stand up now.’ Mikael stood and the weight of his buckle 
pulled the denim down his hips. Hooking his toe in the front pocket, Steven pulled the jeans further down, 
bunching them around Mikael's knees. "Take them off," he could only wiggle the jeans with his toe and backed 
off as Mikael pushed them down and then bent to pull them from his own feet. They dropped on the floor next 


to him. "Pants too, c'mon" 


He slid his thumbs under the elastic waistband and pulled off the grey boxer-briefs. If he had known this was 
how the day would end up he would have worn something nicer instead of his old man pants. He stood before 


Steven's assessing eye, naked from the waist down and unashamed. 


"Turn around," Steven said, eyes never moving further north than the shirt hem. He was leaning forward 
slightly and Mikael smiled to himself. This game they played would be the death of him. Icy toes touched his 
butt and he clenched. They wiggled their way across his skin and just peeking under his shirt before sliding 
down to the tops of his thighs, mashing into what little padding he had there. 


Too soon those cold feet fell away. "Sit on the that, facing me," Steven said, pointing at the footrest. 


Mikael turned around again and sat on the edge of the ottoman Steven placed his feet on either side of 
Mikael's hips and hesitated. He handed the warm bottle of lube to Mikael. "Lube up your cock. Slowly," he had to 
add. 


Shaky fingers flipped open the cap and poured too much into the palm of his other hand, the drips hit his thigh 
and ran down the sides. With a sigh of relief his fingers wrapped around his dick and slowly spread the lube 
around the shaft, remembering to go slowly. Mikael bit his lip so he wouldn't moan. After so much tension the 
simple touch felt so good. He drizzled some more lube over his cockhead, catching it with his thumb and 
forefinger before working it over his tip. 


"Alright, enough, hands off" Steven's voice had gone gravelly despite his earlier orgasm. Carefully controlling 
the disappointment on his face, Mikael set his hands on the top of his thighs and waited again. From the sound 
of Steven's voice it wouldn't be long before more attention was paid to his cock and if he was a good boy, 


Steven would make it worth the wait. 

Carefully Steven moved his feet across Mikael's legs, bending his knees slightly so he didn't smash anything 
with his feet. It left his feet inches from Mikael's cock and Mikael cast a surreptitious glance down at the 
situation. 


"Pour some on my toes." 


Mikael looked around for the lube before he realized he was still holding it. More lube was drizzled over 


Steven's feet, coating the perfect little piggies in glistening liquid before swirling over the big toe. He kept 


pouring, waiting for Steven's command to stop, watching as the lube ran down the sole of Steven's foot and 


across the other side where the skin curved up along the metatarsals 


He stopped pouring when both feet were covered, looking up to Steven for his next direction. Toes wiggled 
against each other, testing out their slippery layer. Carefully Steven reached out and touched Mikael's cock 
with his big toe, tracing it against the vein on the underside. 


Unable to help himself, Mikael thrust against the slippery foot. He fought to open his eyes and look down at 
himself, Steven's shimmering toe touching him, rubbing him, catching on the ridge of flesh that connected to 


the tip. Steven rubbed there, teasing his foreskin back and forth. 


Mikael's arms went out behind him in an attempt to keep his body upright. His hips had a mind of their own, 
moving against Steven to increase the pressure on his cock. Steven didn't say anything, no corrective words or 
punishments except for a sneaky second foot that came up to join its mate, rubbing up and down Mikael's 
swollen shaft. 


"Oh, shit," Mikael hissed at the two sided attack. He threw his head back, unable to watch anymore and just 
needing to feel. The two feet rubbed against him, pulling him quickly to his climax. He didn't last long with those 
beautiful feet fighting over him. With one last stilted thrust, Mikael came on Steven's feet. 


The toes never left his spent cock, holding him trapped between both soles as he struggled to surface after 
the blinding orgasm. 


CLICK 

Mikael forced an eye open to find Steven bent double and holding Mikael's phone up to his feet. 

"What?" Mikael tried to ask, too high on endorphins to get more articulate words out. 

"Thought you might want to capture the moment," Steven said and pressed some buttons. He tossed the phone 
aside and moved his feet, little Mikael falling limply as his support was removed. "Get over here," Steven softly 
asked a groggy Mikael. "Get on the couch and take a nap." Steven gathered his stuff and moved to the sofa 
Mikael had occupied earlier. From somewhere a small quilt was brought out, Steven wrapping it around Mikael's 
shoulders an guiding him to the couch. 


"| need a beer," Mikael said on the verge of slumber. 


Steven had to kneel down to kiss Mikael's forehead. Mikael was already starting to snooze, body sated and 


wrapped in soft cottony warmness. "I'll bring you one when you wake up." 


